


TheTamh^oftheShre’^. 

Then hath becne taught by any of my trade, 

And there itis in wikingfaircly drawne. 

Biatt. Why, 1 am part my gamouth long agoe. 

Hor. Ycttcadthcgamouihof Hortentio, 

Bian. gamoHthl am the ground of all accord: 
r<?, to plead Hortqnfio's paflTion ; 

Been^e, Bpmea take him for thy Lord 
C fa ut, that loues with all affection ; 

Z)yc/ff, one Cl iffc, two notes haue I, ’ 

£U mi, fliow pitty or I die. 

Call you this gamomh / tut I like it not, 
Oldfaftjionsplcafcmebcft,! amnotfonice ^ 

To charge true rules for old inuentions. 

E vter ajiyi^effefjger*. 

Tfjeke. Mifirdfe your father ptayes you Icaue your bookes. 
And helpe to drclle your fillers chamber vp. 

You know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcete mailers both, 1 mull be gon. 

Luc, Faith MiftrelTc then I hauc no caufe to ftay. 

Her, But I haue caufc to pry into this pedant. 

Me thinkes he lookesas though he was in louc : 

Yet if thy thoughts Bianca be fo.humble 
To call thy wandting eies on cucry ftale ; 

Seize thee that Lift, if once I finde thee ranging, 

Hortenfio will be quit with th ee by changing, 

Enter Bapifia, gremio,Tranie, Katherine, Bianca^mdothers 
attendants, * 

Bap SigniorZ»cc»r/V,thisis the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchio (hould be married, i 

And yet wc heare not of our fonne in Law : 

What will befaid, what mockery will it be 

To want the Bride.groome when the Prieft attends ‘ 

To fpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage ? 

What faies Lucentio to this lhame of ours j" 

Kpe, No lhame but mine; J muft forfooth be forft 

To giue my hand oppos’d againft my heart 

Vnto a mad-braine rudesby full of fplccne. 

Who woo’d in haftc, and mcancs to wed at Uifurc 

“ J 

.m 


he Taming of the Shre'1^^ 

I toldyoul.he wasafrantickefoole, ' 

Hiding his bitter icfls in blunt behauiour, 

And to be noted fora merry man; 
pjgj’Jlvvooe'^thoufand, point the day of marriage, 

Makefriends, inuite, and proclaime the banes. 

Yet ncucr naeanes to wed where be hath woo’d • ^ 

Now muft the world point at poore Katherine^ 

And fay, loe, there is mad Petmehie's wife ^ 

If it would pleafe him come and marrie her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Bapifia too, 

Vpon my life Petruchio mcancs but welly 
Whateuer fortune flay e$ him from hisrword. 

Though he be blunt , I knew him palling wife, 

Thaugh he bemerry, yet withall he’s honeft, 

Kate. Would Katherine bad ncucr feen though. 

Exit weeping. 

Bap, Co girlc, I cannot blame thee now to weepe. 

For fuch an iniurie would vexe a vcric Saint, 

Much more a Ihrcw of impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion, Mailer, matter, newes , and fuch new'CS asyouncuer 
heard of, 

Bap. Tsitnew'and old too? bow may that be? 

Bion, Why, is it not newes to hcare of Petruchio’s comming.? 

Bap. Ishecome? 

Bton, Why no fir? 

What then? 

Bion. Heiscomming. 

Bap, When will he be beers ? 

Bion, When he ftands where T am, and fees you there, 

Tra, But fay, what to thine oldc newes ? 

Bion Why comming, inanew hatandanolde 
jcikin,apaire of old breeches thrice turn’d ; apaireofbootesthat 
hiuc becne candle- cafes, one buckled, another lac’d tan old tufty 
fwordtane out of the Towne Armory, with a broken hilc,andf'^ 
chapelelfe : with two broken points ; his horfe bip’d with an oldc 
mothy faddlc, and ftirrops of no kindred :.befidcs pofteft with the 
glanders, and liketo tnofeinthe chine , troubled with thcLam- 
P«lle,jnfeacd with the falhions, fuUof Windcgalls,fped with 
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